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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Characters are not mine and this didn\'t really happen. 


Axl Rose wasn't really all into that hip, new, technology shit. He owned a cellphone; an iPhone 45, but he only 
used it to contact Beta, his personal assistant and mother figure. He didn't own an iPod. He didn't even turn on 


the TV that much. 


But he did have an expensive Mac computer, one which he rarely turned on Initially he thought it was useless, 


but then he thought every person should own one, and that a computer would be useful in the long run 


He rarely browsed the Internet. He does use his Twitter via his cellphone, but he tweeted only a couple of 
times a month, something like that. And there was that one time in December 2008 wherein he joined a forum 
dedicated to Guns N! Roses under the name "Dexter" and answered some questions from fans who were online 


that day. 


Tonight he was bored. Beta and her three kids were on vacation, and the tour just finished. He had nothing to 


do. There was nothing good on TV. Everyone he knew was busy. 


He then suddenly got an idea. He climbed up to his room and turned on the computer. He decided that now was 
probably the perfect time to check out what the latest trends were, what sort of things people in this 


generation were doing. He clicked on his Internet browser and went to Google. 


He searched "cool websites that kids today are using’. The top result was some sort of article about the Top 
IO most popular websites of 2012. One of them was tumblr.com. 


Axl was curious. He then typed tumblr.com in the address bar and signed up for an account. 


E-mail address: stradlin_roseb2@ yahoo.com 
Password: dolphins 


Username: iheartizzy4ever tumblr.com 


He clicked ‘Start. He decided that he would not reveal his identity for the meantime. He searched Guns N' 


Roses in the ‘Search tags' feature, just to see if there were any fans in this Tumblr thing. 


There were a LOT of fans. Some of them had usernames like "axlroseismyhusband" or “fuckmeslash" or some 
sort of wordplay on Duff's name. There was even someone named "stevenspopcorn’ and "izzycanstraddleme". He 


chuckled. 


Two of the members were discussing about something called "fanfiction". Axl had no idea what that was. He 
considered asking them, but he was having second thoughts. He didn't know how to talk to people on the 
Internet. It really was different from real life. It was weird. Someone could live in fucking Antarctica and using a 


computer can make talking to them possible. 


He talked to people on the Internet before. But they were fans and they knew that they were talking to Axl. 
Anonymity was so not his thing. 


He didn't have anything to lose, just as long as he didn't let on He sent one of the members a message. 


"Hello. Can | ask you what fanfiction is? | saw you having a conversation with someone else about it. I'm sorry, 


I'm new to this thing. Thanks." He clicked ‘Ask’. 
Axl waited for about five minutes. He got out of his seat, went downstairs to the kitchen, and drank a glass of 
water. He lingered around for a bit, then stared at himself in his full-length mirror. His beard was making him 


itchy. 


He went back to his room and sat down on the swivel chair. He refreshed the page and the top right-hand 


corner was a red notification bubble that said "l" above what looked like an envelope. He clicked on it. 


The Tumblr user answered his question privately. 


"Hi there! Fanfiction is stories that fans write about their favorite band members. Some fandoms also write 
about fictional characters and the like. Most fanfics are slash though and can get really kinky, and they also 
combine band members' names like "Sluff" or "Slaxl" and we all have our own OTPs, which stands for "One True 


Pairing’. | see you're an Izzy fan and | can recommend you some really good Axl/lzzy fics if you want. Hehe. :) 


Axl was deeply dumbfounded. Stories? What the hell did that mean? Like tabloids or something? What are 
"fandoms"? What did she mean by "slash"? That most fanfiction were about Slash and that they were "kinky"? 
Jesus, he hasn't spoken to the guy in more than a decade; now was not the right time to read on all sorts of 
kinky shit the guy's been up to. What the fuck were one true pairings? AND MOST IMPORTANTLY, WHAT IN 
THE NAME OF HELL IS AN AXL/IZZY FIC? 


He decided he would get to the bottom of this. 


the 


Part 2 


Author's Notes: 

| tried my best to make this fic factually correct, so | apologize if N've gotten some things wrong. Also, English 
is not my first language and | apologize too if |\ve made some grammatical errors. 

I\'ve also made references about other fanfics on here. | hope that\'s allowed. :) 

After receiving the message from the Tumblr user, Axl was extremely confused about a lot of things. This 


just proved to him that the Internet was one bizarre motherfucker of a place. What kind of people write stuff 
like fanfiction? Sickass bastards. Although he was just a tiny bit flattered. 


He messaged the same Tumblr user again. 
‘Oh, | see. Alright, can you recommend me some good 'Axl/lzzy' fanfiction?" 
Whatever the hell that was. 


It's been 20 minutes, but the red notification bubble never appeared. He was getting impatient. He decided that 


the person probably wasn't online anymore. He closed the browser window and turned off his computer. 
He glanced at the clock. It was 9:45 pm. 


Since the tour began, he never got the chance to sleep earlier than Zam. He was exhausted. As much as he 
loved touring, he also missed getting enough sleep. Now that he was back in his huge, elegant, Malibu mansion 


home, he could sleep whenever he wanted, how long he wanted. He decided to go to bed 


He was in an arena He was on stage, the one place where he felt he truly belonged Hs fans were screaming, 
cheering for him. He opened his mouth to sing, the microphone gripped tightly in his fist, but no sound came out. 
Then the scene morphed into the front lawn of his childhood home in Lafayette, Indiana 


zy was there, standing right in front of him. He was smiling He lifted his arm as if to put his hand on Axis 
shoulder but before he could do if, Axl heard footsteps behind him. He turned around 


İt was his father. Hs biological father, Wiliam Bruce Rose, Sr. He was carrying a rifle. 


There was the deafening sound of a gunshot. The next thing he knew, Izzy was lying on the ground beside a puddle 
of blood Hs bastard of a father had just shot his best friend in the world and he was dead 


‘No..n0..oh god, no.lzzy.Jeff." 
"N00000000000000!" 


Axl finally woke up, panting. He was soaked with sweat. He glanced at the clock It was 3am. He'd been asleep for 


five hours. 

It was not the first time he had that nightmare. He had a pretty good memory, and now that he thought 
about it, he's already had that nightmare when the band was just getting started. There were many reasons 
why he was cranky and moody, the main one being his manic depression, but one of those reasons was that he 
had a nightmare about Izzy at least once a week The nightmares subsided when Slash and Duff quit and Guns 
N' Roses had taken a hiatus. 

He hasn't had this nightmare in about 14 years. And now it was back. 

Its been H years of pain, its been 4 years that are gone forever. 

He's never told anyone about this. 


He lied back down. 


Of course, he couldn't go back to sleep. And he decided, what the hell, he could always go back to sleep in the 


daytime. He didn't have anything else to do. No more schedules, no more time limits and such. He was free. 


He then remembered about that message he was waiting for from that Tumblr user. He switched on the light 


and turned on the computer. 
He logged in to tumblr.com. The red bubble was there. He clicked on it. 


"Go to rockfic.com and search for Rain Dogs Sorry | couldn't give you the link because my Internet connection's 


kind of slow. Read it, it's really good!" 


Oh jeez, another website? 


Axl spent 5 hours on that thing. 


5 Freaking Hours 


"Jesus fucking Christ," he muttered. He couldn't believe what he read. There were fanfiction about him and Izzy 
having gay sex. GAY. SEX. And not just him and Izzy either. There was one of him and Sebastian Bach. There 


were also things about him and Slash. 
What the fuck 


He didn't know what to feel about those things he read. He couldn't decide if he should laugh, or be angry, or 
be disgusted. All he knew was that he had to tell someone about this. 


He heard someone open his bedroom door, but he didn't even turn around to see who it was. 

"Axl? What have you been doing all night?" 

It was Beta, back from her vacation 

"You're a mess. And your eyes are bloodshot! 

Axl didn't reply 

"Wait a minute. Have you been on the computer ALL NIGHT?! Jesus Christ, Axl, its 8 in the morning! 


Still no answer. He was staring at the computer screen, reading. He was so distracted that he didn't even notice 
that Beta came back home a whole week early. 


"Okay. lm going to close the door, and when | come back, you better be asleep in that bed, you hear me?" 
Beta was about to close the door, but before she could, Axl called for her. 

"Beta?" 

"What?" 

"| hope you had a good vacation’ 

"| did Thank you, Axl. Now go back to bed’ 


the 


Part 3 


A few days passed. Axl didn't turn on his computer for a while. During those few days, he did some things 
that he normally didn't have time to do because he was a very famOuz rOck$t4r. He cleaned the house (if 
you consider dusting some photo frames and alphabetizing his records "cleaning"). He caught up with his 
reading (the Twilight Saga by Stephenie Meyer). He played with his cats, Dijon and Dexter. At one point he was 
holding Dijon on his lap and the cat.left..something Never mind that. 

Eventually he got bored one day so he decided to go to the mall 

He put on a simple long-sleeved shirt and some jeans. He decided to replace his usual cowboy boots with 
sneakers. He removed his golden cross necklace and decided not to wear sunglasses and his cowboy hat. 
Without his usual clothes, he wouldn't be recognized. He just wanted to look like a normal 50-year-old boy for 
once. He didn't want to be mobbed by fans this time, especially not at a filthy public place like the mall 

20 minutes later, he was entering the mall's automatic doors. He passed by a pet store, a bookstore, a sports 
shop and -- hang on. Who was that tall, blonde guy staring at the display of books at the bookstore's glass 
window and -- he did a double take. Oh. Of course. 

It was Duff McKagan. His buddy. His old bassist. His old friend. 

He had his hands pressed on the bookstore's glass display window. He was just standing there, staring at the 
display. Axl looked. It was about 30 copies of /#s So Easy and Other Lies Wait a minute, didn't Duff write that 
book? 

"Duff?" Axl asked, as if to confirm that yes, his friend was standing right in front of him. Duff turned around. 
"Do | know you?" 

"Its me. Axl. Axl Rose." 

"Are you sure?" 

"YES IM SURE!" he yelled, exasperated. People turned to look. 

"Prove it." 

He unrolled the right sleeve of his shirt. Right there on his arm was the Appetite for Destruction logo. 


"So it # youl What are you doing here?" 


"| should ask you the same thing. What are you doing back in LA?" 


"You know, just taking a break. My family's back in Seattle and | just kind of get sick of the rain and the gloomy 


weather there all the time." 


They decided to catch up. Duff invited Axl to a coffee shop with him that is not Starbucks. They sat down and 
got comfy. 


"So how are you, Axl?" 


"Well, the tour just ended several days ago. The guys went on vacation to Hawaii or Bali or whatever. | just 


wanted to go home and rest" 

Duff nodded understandingly. He took a sip of his cappuccino 

Axl was about to say something when two women, about 25 years old, approached their table. 
"Hi Duff! We're huuuge fans! Can we please get your autograph and maybe take a picture?" 


Axl stared at them. They didn't recognize him, Axl fucking Rose, the ROCK GOD, the guy who welcomed you the 
Jungle, the -- 


He then realized that he was now staring at one of the girls’ cleavage. He looked away. 


"Thank you so much! We love Loaded!" they said, after Duff signed their autograph books. They walked away, 
giggling. 


"So where were we?" Duff asked. 


He then remembered something. Those fans. Fans..fan.:fanfiction. Oh God. That stuff he read on that website 
about four nights ago. 


Should he tell Duff about this? 

"What do you do on the Internet, Duff?" 

" What?" 

"| said, what do you do on the Internet?" 

"Well, | don't watch porn if thats what you want to know." 


"No! | mean, what do you really do on the Internet? Like..websites?" 


"| tweet. | update the Loaded website sometimes. | write articles for Seattle Weekly and ESPN.com. | e-mail 
people. Oh, by the way, do you have an e-mail address?" 


E-mail: stradlin_rosebZ@yahoo.com 
No way in hell Axl was going to give Duff his e-mail address. 


"No. 


‘Oh. You must have people to do your mail for you or something. Yeah, that's about it. Those are the only 
things | do on the Internet. Why do you ask?" 


"Duff, have you ever heard of something called fanfiction?" 
"No. Should | know what that is?" 

It's these stories that people write about us." 

"Like tabloids?" 


"No, | don't mean gossip. | mean fiction People actually write about bands doing stuff that didn't really happen. 


Sometimes fictional characters." 

"Like what?" 

"Like characters from that TV show Glee or--" 

"No, | mean what stuff that didn't really happen?" 

'Like.like.like gay sex." 

Duff spat his coffee. A waitress approached and wiped away the mess. 
"What did you say?" 


"Listen. | went to this website called tumblr.com. | saw some Guns N' Roses fans talking about something called 
‘fanfiction’ and | asked one of them--" 


"You asked them?" 
"I didn't tell them it was me, of course, you dumbass. | was under a different name." 


"Which is..2" 


Username: iheartizzy fever. tumblr.com 


"Never mind that. | asked one of them what fanfiction was, and they mentioned this website called rockfic.com. 


It's fucking insane, man" 

"Why do you say that?" 

"Jesus! There's stuff about me, us, the WHOLE BAND, and dozens of other bands on that thing. They write 
about members fucking. Not all the time, though. There's some random stuff about everyday lives of 
musicians or somethirg like that." 


"So you actually spent an amount of time checking it out?" 


"You know what? | don't even think that's the only fanfiction website. There must be dozens of sites like that 


around the Internet" 

Axl caught his breath. He was actually shaking a little. He needed to calm down 

"Okay, for once, lm going to take you seriously. What did you say the two websites are called?" 
"Tumblr-com and rockfic.com. You'll see, Duff. You'll see” 


the 


Part 4 


Author's Notes: 
Please remember that I\'m only trying to write in the character\'s perspective! Whatever they say in the 
story doesn\'t represent my thoughts or opinions, it\'s just how | thought they would react and stuff. :) 


Duff McKagan was in his hotel room. 


He took his laptop from his duffel bag and turned it on. He clicked on his Internet browser, then typed in 


tumblr.com. He signed up for an account. 

He searched "Guns N! Roses" in the Search tags feature, just like what Axl told him to do. He saw pictures of 
the old band, some pictures from the new band's latest concert, pictures of him alone, Slash alone, Axl 
onstage.. 

He then typed in his own name in the search engine. 

There were more pictures of him, some with Loaded.there were even a few text posts. 

There was one picture of him with Slash, and underneath the caption said: 

OH MY GOD SLUFF IS GAY DGFHISDGFJDSH 

What the hell did that mean? What is Sluff? 


Slash..Duff.SLUFF?! 


He was confused. Really, really confused. Who are these people? Why are they calling him and Slash gay? Never 
in their 28 years of friendship did they do gay shit together. He felt a headache coming on. 


He opened a new tab and typed in rockfic.com. He searched for "Rain Dogs," like what Axl told him to do. 

It took him about 20 minutes to read the whole thing. His stomach ached from laughing. Some person -- a fan 
-- from the Internet actually wrote a short story about Axl and Izzy; his bandmates, his friends, people he 
actually know, being in love. Kissing in the rain It was just too ridiculous and utterly fucked up that it was hard 
not to laugh. 

But deep inside, he was a little disturbed. 


He browsed for more. There was one where it was Axl and Slash instead of Izzy. He read that one too, which 


induced more laughing. He couldn't imagine his two ex-bandmates giving each other handjobs. He just couldn't 
He grabbed his cellphone and dialed Axis number. After two rings, he answered 
"Hello?" 

"Hey, Axl” 

"Duff! Did you read it like | told you to?" 

"| did" 

He heard Axl take a deep breath, 

"Axl?" 

"Yeah?" 

"| think we should tell them: 

"Tell what to who?" 


"I think we should tell the other guys that there's something called fanfiction Don't you think they have the 


right to know? | mean, they are mentioned in these things, you know." 
"What the fuck are you talking about? Are you crazy?" 
"l'm serious, Axl." 


"You can tell Steven if you want. | don't care what he thinks. He'd probably be too high to understand what the 
fuck you're talking about anyway. But don't tell Slash and Izzy, man. Just don't." 


"Why not?" 

"Because. because." 

"Its too embarrassing? You wouldnt want them to know that there are stories about them and you fucking?" 
‘Kind of" 

"| know what you mean Especially with your and Slash's.situation" 


"Yeah," Axl said faintly. 


"But come on, man. Don't you think they have the right to know?" 

He heard Axl sigh. 

"At least let me tell Steven about this." 

"Why would that even be necessary? | mean, he isn't starring in these porno fics." 
"I know that. But some of them do mention him. | still think he has the right to know." 
Fine. Whatever, man. | gotta go. I'll talk to you some other time, okay? Take care." 
"Bye" 

They both hung up. Duff then called Steven Adler. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey Steven, its Duff" 

"HEEEEEY DUFFYYYYYY!" Steven yelled. As usual, he was a little too cheerful. 
"Yeah, nice to hear from you too, Stevie." He heard Steven giggle like a little kid 
"Listen, are you in LA right now?" 

"Yeah, why?" 

"Can we meet tomorrow? Maybe at Canter‘s Deli on Fairfax? Say..3 pm?" 


"Yeah, sure, surel I'll meet you there! | have to go, Duff, my dog just puked on the floor! I'll see you Tomorrow, 


bye!" 
"Bye," Duff said, even though Steven already hung up. 


He put down his phone and stared at his computer screen. He let out a deep breath. It was a weird day. 


Part 5 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t know where I\'m going with this. vm sort of confused myself. Hope you guys like it anyway. 


Duff McKagan was 20 minutes late. 


"Crap," he muttered as he glanced at his watch. He was running up the street towards Canter's Deli. Steven 
was probably already losing his shit waiting for him. 


He remembered the old band days when Steven was always the first one to wake up every morning, even 
waiting for 2 hours for them to wake up, sometimes even making toast and coffee for them. Nah, the guy 
was patient. He was cool. He wouldn't mind if Duff was 20 minutes late. 

He pushed open the glass door. The deli looked the same as always. He instantly felt nostalgic. Ahh, good ol! 
1184. The year he met Steven and Slash in this very establishment. He glanced around, looking for a particular 
towhead. Oh hey, there he is! 


Steven was sitting in a booth, sipping on a vanilla milkshake. Duff smiled. He was like the younger brother he 
wished he had. 


"Hey, Steven! Nice to see you!" he greeted. He reached in for a hug. 
"Nice to see you too, Duffykins!" Steven said happily, a huge grin on his face. 


Duff cringed at the nickname. But then he thought, this was only Steven's way of showing affection. He couldn't 
blame the guy. 


He sat down. "I'm sorry l'm late, Stevie. | had to make some phone calls and | lost track of time." 
"Aww, don't worry about that! | haven't been here long anyway." He took another sip of his milkshake. 
"So what did you want to talk to me about?" 

"Stevie, have you ever heard of something called fanfiction?" 

"| don't think so." 


"Well, it's sort of these stories that fans write about us. The members of Guns N' Roses, and a whole lot of 


other bands. Some fans also write about fictional characters." 


Seeing the confused look on Steven's face, he got out his laptop from his backpack. "I'll show you." 
He flipped it open and turned it on He punched in a few keys, made a few clicks, then turned it towards Steven 
"Read it." 


"| don't know, Duff. This seems a little long. | haven't read anything this long since Jack and the Beanstalk in 


second grade." He looked worried. 
"No, seriously, Stevie. Read it. It's hilarious, but don't tell Axl that." 
Steven shrugged as if to say, "What the hell" He began reading. 


A few moments later, he was clutching his stomach from laughing. 


this anymore, Duff! Ow!" 

Duff was laughing as well. "I told you it was hilarious, right?" 

"Shit, | haven't laughed this hard since." He was then reminded of something, "Since | watched those videos!" 
"What videos?" 

Now that | think about it, they're like a whole other sort of fanfiction They're cartoons. 

"Cartoons?" 

"Yeah! They're cartoons about us! They're on Youtube, Duff! Here, lIl show you" 


Steven moved the laptop closer to him. He typed something on the address bar, then pushed Enter. He clicked 


on a video. 

"This is my favorite one," he said. He turned the laptop back towards Duff. 

The video was titled "Fart Tennis" by a Youtube user named gymbunny5. It was almost IO minutes long. 

As the video played, Duff was shocked to see a cartoon character in his likeness. It was the cartoon version of 
him! Although the voice didn't sound a bit like his. There were also voices meant to represent his wife's and 


daughters’ voices, although the video didn't show their characters. 


Duff had to admit that the video was hilarious. There were also cartoon versions for the rest of the band 


"How did you find out about this?" 

| was just searching for Guns N' Roses videos on Youtube and that came up. | even contacted the person who 
made them and | told her that | liked her videos and that they were hilarious. She was thrilled. Maybe you can 
watch the others some other time." 

"Were you searching for ‘Guns N' Roses reunion’ by any chance?" 


"How did you know that?" 


‘I've known you for a long time, Steven. And you know what? It's never gonna happen. Not with Axl and 


Slash's." 

"Situation?" 

"Yeah" 

"Well, a guy can dream 

There was a pause. 

"Wait a minute, so my question is: why did you show me this..fanfiction, Duff?" 


"I just thought you had the right to know, | mean you are mentioned in some of them. There's even something 


about you and Michael Monroe, although it's not anything sexual. Do you want to read it?" 


"Nah. Maybe some other time. | have to go, Duff. I'll see you soon" Steven waved good-bye and went out the 
deli. 


Little did Duff know that Steven knew something he didn't. 
Meanwhile, in another part of Los Angeles, 5 hours before Duff and Steven's meeting.. 


Slash was in his private bathroom. He had just taken a shower. He took out the white towel wrapped around his 


thick curly hair and switched on the hairdryer. 
He was home alone. Perla was out shopping with the kids. 


"| guess it's time to tell someone about this," he muttered to himself. He got out of the bathroom and picked 
up the phone on his bedside table. He dialed Steven's number. 


"Hello?" 
‘Hey Steven, it's Slash" 

"SLASH, MY OLD BUDDY! HOW YA DOIN‘?! 

"Im great, Stevie” 

"So what's up?" 

"Ill get straight to the point. Im willing to apologize to Ax-" 


There was the sound of the dial tone. The connection was cut off. There must've been something wrong with 


Steven's phone. 
"Dammit," he muttered. 


the 


